AT   HOME
June twenty-eighth, xprp, Midnight

JOYCE, lonely without Helen, went down to the Winslow
Art Store this afternoon for a glimpse of Natalie. At dinner
this evening she reported having met Harry Wickes, who
has just arrived from France. She raved about him with
shrill, boarding-school enthusiasm and accused me of having
tried to conceal him from her.
uYou might have told me about him," she said, reproach-
fully. "You must have seen a lot of him, from the way he
talks about you."
"Sorry," I said. "You're almost always away, you know.
And Harry has been abroad for a long time."
"I asked Natalie to come to dinner next Saturday evening/*
said Joyce. "And I invited Harry too. Hope you don't mind.
I tbmk he's marvellous!"
I agreed that Harry is a fine fellow, and said I was glad
she was having him here, provided it would be agreeable
with Natalie. Joyce felt sure about that. How could Natalie
help liking him?
"Harry has an uncommonly bright and pretty sister, too/'
I said, "Perhaps you might enjoy meeting her. Would you
like to ask her to come with Harry?"
"Next time," said Joyce. "How about asking Tim? You
said he and Natalie were friendly."
I grinned and Joyce made a nose at me.
"Of course you may ask Tim," I said, "He hasn't been